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who was a man of about forty years of age, of dignified and
discreet appearance* There was hair upon his cheeks, and his
manner was urbane and gentle.
Though he possessed incomparable talents
Often he went to the place where the Rites are despised.
His name and his achievements held no glojy
And his ambition was, perforce, content with lowly things.
His fortunes had declined, and with them self-respect.
Philosophy and letters he left to Confucius.
The career of a public officer,
Or the desire to make a name for himself and his ancestors
Such notions as these he cast into the East River.
Now he foregathered with the scum of the earth
Only money was his goal.
Hail-fellow-well-metj
Without a care for shame or prudence.
He was tall of stature, and broad girdled
He could see no one before him.
He talked with an air and sang a pretty song
But his brain was empty.
Every three years, for the examination he would enter
But even a low degree was too much for him.
So now he has abandoned hope of climbing high
And sits with others to drink a ™n nf wi*n»
To lessen melancholy.
Like a retired minister
Exiled to the mountains.
Hsi-mSn Ch'ing took them to the hall and each of them
offered him a book and a handkerchief as a birthday present.
They sat down in the places appropriate to host and guests.
"I have often heard of your great learning," Hsi-mSn
Ch'ing said. "Will you tell me your honourable name?'*
"My second name is Jih-hsin," said Master Wen, "and
K'uei-hsiian is my honorific name."
"Master K'uei-hstian, in what department of learning do
you excel?'*
"I am only a mean scholar," Master W£n said, "so I have
begun upon the Book of Changes, Your great renown has
long been known to me but I have never ventured to call
upon you. Yesterday, my old school friend, Ni Kuei-yen,

